HARD    FACTS                            IQ7

him. " I am going to ask Elsie Dillworth to marry me/' The
thought was at last clear and hard in his mind. Even the
revelation that Alec had made on the way from the station
had not shattered it, though it had shaken it for a moment.
He was conscious now of pride that he had had the resolution
to hold to his purpose. It would mean staking all on his o^n
power, cutting himself loose from everything that came
within the title of influence and patronage. He was surprised
that this left no uneasiness in his heart or mind. Indeed, it
gave him a feeling he had not experienced for a long time :
a feeling of freedom and joy and rectitude. If only Elsie had
been with them now his heart would have soared. As it was,
he made conversation with Alec.

"Well, Alec, how are things with you? You've had
time now to settle down in the editorial seat. How d'you
feel about it ? "

"I feel," said Alec, "very much as I imagine Mr.
Burnside would feel if he were lifted out of Levenshulme and
had his backside planted on to the bench of Bishops or on
to a chair in the offices of the Society for the Propagation of
the Gospel."

"Well, those are jobs that have got to be done," Theo
said sententously. And half in jest he added: "I for one
shan't say no when I'm offered a bishopric."

" Oh, you'll be offered it all right," Alec replied easily.
" You've got all the grease necessary to run smoothly in that
groove. But I'd never have taken this job with Dan Dun-
kerley if it hadn't been for Elsie. I had to provide for her.
It gave me a chance of keeping her away from our bloody
parents. But do you think I wanted it ? Good God, man :
I'm a writer."

Theo had heard him say so before, caught again the fierce
pride with which the word was uttered. " Well, Alec," he
said, " plenty of writers have had to earn their living
uncongenially while waiting for success* There's nothing to
stop you from writing, is there ? "

"Oh, nothing, nothing," said Alec, "except spending
eight hours a day in a refuse tip."

"Really, you know/' Theo urged in a reasonable voice,
" you've got a lot to be thankful for. Aren't you inclined to
be a little intolerant, Alec ? "

Alec winced like a horse touched on raw withers.
" Intolerant i " he shouted. " Of course I'm intolerant, you